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""THE u/e/itHER-
Official forecasts for to-day Indicate that the

weather will be clear and colder. Northwester¬
ly winds.

Ex-Consul Waller will finally settle
down in history as the man who made
a loud noise with a bad case.

Coroner Hoeber is a useful person
after all. He is a striking illustration
of the uselessness of coroners.

There will be no real activity in the
Southern delegate market until Mr.
Alger draws his check book and
plunges into the fray.

As Mr. Piatt and his candidate un¬

derstand the Presidential game, there
Is to be no age limit.

Unless there is a change soon, the
Keely motor will have an esteemed
contemporary in the Kentucky Legis¬
lature.

The New York Yacht Club is cer¬

tainly refraining from crowding Lord
Dunraven into an apology. He has a

clear and very wide course.

It will doubtless disappoint numer¬

ous Arizona statesmen, but it is neces¬

sary to draw the line on the free coin¬
age of Senatorial silver votes.

The reform municipal party is anx¬

ious that New York should have a dry
dock at once. The party needs a little
season of dry dockage very much.

Mr. Piatt is not much of a song bird,
but when he is singing his enemies
have the consolation of knowing that
he is not engaged in other mischief.

The Ohio political managers find it
necessary to corral Mr. Foraker's
friendship for Mr. McKinley every few
days, and make a critical examination
of its hip pockets.
If Mr. Astor Is really looking about

for American talent, there are several
editors of the Congressional Record
wl^ might be induced to take up a

jA^ence in London.

With Mr. Quay in the Presidential
race, the country would be treated to
a revival of the blocks-of-five system,
and all the'other artificial modes of
carrying an election.

"IDEAL" AND REAL THEATRES.
The question of "the ideal theatre"

has received no little discussion of late,
the very phrase seeming to indicate
that the theatrical improvement so

much sighed after is not in the domain
of the practical. Every one familiar
with the leading theatres of France
and Germany admits that it would be
fine to have similar institutions in New
York; that la, houses which produce
works of dramatic art because they
are such; not merely because they will
have "long runs" and will pay; houses
which present four or five pieces every
week during the season, and give their
publics a chance to see good literature
on the stage. But nearly everybody
admits that unless some beneficent
millionaire, or group of millionaires,'
will found and endow one or two the¬
atres of that scope, we shall never

have them.
The municipal endowment of theatres

In this politics-ridden city, where each
boss has a formidable list of followers
to be "placed," Is entirely out of the
question. If the city subsidized the¬
atres, each "ward leader" would have
something to say about the places of
curtain raiser, prompter and doormen;
and a "boss" might even dictate what
pieces should not be received. Subsi¬
dized theatres can only be those aided
by private enterprise, and there are

few Individuals courageous enough to
put money Into an undertaking which
pays so poorly that it has to be bol¬
stered with cash contributions yearly.
The conception of the theatre preva¬
lent even in the most Intelligent circles
In the United States is that it is "a
place of amusement;" in similar circles
In Europe it is regarded as a temple of
art. The discussion of knotty social
and political questions on the stage
has as yet hardly entered Into our

manners; there are not half a dozen
itock companies suitable for such work
[n the country. Everything is subor-
llnated to the dollar; it is evident that,
ander such conditions, the "ideal the¬
atre" is impossible.
It is probable that when the revolu¬

tion arrives which Is to emancipate
dramatic art from the tyranny of the
flollar, and to make it the most seduc¬
tive as well as the most useful form
of popular Instruction, It will be found
to be the work of the literary class.
Not until the splendors of good poetry
are appreciated on the stage as they
were in the Elizabethan day will verse
become thoroughly popular with the
masses. If the theatro of to-day famil¬
iarized the public with the beauty of
color and form to be found in good
poetic work, the habitual sneer at the
poet would vanish. That would be cne

substantial gain for the "literary
class."
Another would be the wider pub¬

licity gained by prominent authors
for their works. Half the popularity
of Daudet is due to the dramatic pres¬
entations of his novels. It is in the
subsidized theatres of Paris that they
are produced; but after a while, having
thus gained the public eye, they get,
so to speak, Into the "commercial"
houses. Gains like this are sufficient
to tempt the literary class in this coun¬

try to securc the creation of endowed
theatres which will have some claim
to be called "ideal." But we must
probably wait another generation be¬
fore the complete success of such an

undei-taking.

Mr. McKinley's advocacy of reciproc¬
ity comes rather late in the game. It
will be recalled that the late Mr. Blaine
had to smash a new hat and resort to
other vigorous means to force reciproc¬
ity into Mr. McKinley's one-idea tariff
bill.

FIGHT THE COAL TRUST!
The anti-coal combination fight In the

Legislature has been postponed until
Monday evening next, when It is to be

hoped that we shall discover the true
reason for the opposition of the major¬
ity to any measure restraining the
members of the conspiracy against the
people from carrying out their plot. It
would be Interesting to hear from Sen¬
ators Malby and Mullin good reasons

for their obstructive tactics whenever
there Is an attempt to protect the peo¬
ple. They are on the wrong road, and
they will find that neither the Journal
nor' the masses themselves will con¬

sent to be balked in their efforts to
prevent wholesale robbery.
A legislative committee of investiga¬

tion is the thing wanted. Referring the
matter to the Attorney-General will be
simply to inter it until the time for effi¬
cient action is past. The Attorney-Gen¬
eral of the United States seems to be of
opinion that all anti-trust legislation is
weak, andv limited in operation. It is
to be feared that our State officer
would declare himself of much the
same opinion. We cannot afford to
waste time in waiting upon foreshad¬
owed decisions of that sort. An in¬
vestigating committee can in a fort¬
night enlighten the people as to the
scheme about to be placed in operation
against them; and can make use of the
facts gathered as the basis for suggest¬
ing new legislation. There is not a

minute to be lost.
The fight on Monday should be short,

sharp and decisive. We want a strong
law against strong robbers of the peo¬
ple.

McKane's cause is lost. His friends
have ruined it by spreading reports
that General Tracy and E. M. Shepard
had signed the petition for his pardon.

NANSEN AND THE POLE.
Probably nothing would be more wel¬

come to the Arctic travellers in this
country and Europe than authentic
news that Dr. Nansen, or Frederick
Jackson either, had reached the North
Pole and was now on his safe return.
But the recent dispatches from Ir-
koutsk and St. Petersburg, stating that
a trader named Kouchnaroff, who lives
near the mouth of the Lena River, had
received news from Kolymsk, which is
on the most easterly river in Siberia
(now confirmed by a dispatch from
Archangel, in Russia, and farther from
Kolymsk than New York is from San
Francisco), that Nansen was coming
home, after having found the North
Pole on land, is seemingly too improb¬
able to be believed by those who wish
Nansen and his brave followers so well.
It is possible, however, that he has
been heard from, though it may be
considered strange that he sent no di¬
rect message to a friend or to some

Russian official, to prevent all doubt
and render speculation unnecessary.

If, however, he really has been seen

in the neighborhood of his point of de¬
parture, It would seem to prove that he
has not succeeded in reaching the Pole.
His expedition was planned upon the
theory of a northwesterly drift in the
Arctic Ocean, from the New Siberian
islands. If that drift existed, and took
him to the North Pole, It is not likely
that It then reversed its direction to
bring him back. Arctic currents are

very erratic, perhaps, but seldom so

accommodating.
Another possibility is that the Fram

was crushed in the ice exactly as the
Jeannette was, and that Nansen and
his company are now sledging toward
Yakutsk on the way to St. Petersburg.
In this case the first news may have
been carried by natives in advance of
his official dispatches, which may be
looked for within a few days.

Quay still refuses to consider his
boom as a joke, but he will change his
mind when he gets to Saint Louis.

THE PURPLE RAY.
A great deal of speculative and un¬

authoritative writing has been evolved
by the new Roentgen ray; but the care¬

fully written article, elsewhere printed
In the Journal this morning, presents
some facts, already verified, or in
process of verification, which carry
the new discovery quite beyond the
field of vision into the domain of
pathology. It is only within twenty
years that Bacteriology has grown Into
a special science, but it was known to
the doctors at least ten years earlier
that the primal violet ray of solar light
was a germicide. It was of little prac¬
tical use in therapeutics, because it

could not be directed to the seat of
germ trouble in the human body.
But now comes the startling: an¬

nouncement that the operative princi¬
ple in the Roentgen light is the purple
ray, and it, of course, carries with It
into the hidden tissues the vitalizing
principle. Our readers will see at once

what a startling fact for medical sci¬
ence has here been unexpectedly un¬

covered. It means a revolution in the
treatment of a whole group of hitherto
fatal diseases, hid from both the vision
and the cure.

Incalculable as the first discovery of
the cathode ray was to optics and di¬

agnosis, this additional truth makes
it one of the most astounding benefits
to man that this or any other century
has received from science.

The spectacle of the detective in
"plain clothes" chasing up the brandy
drop is one of the thrilling episodes of
metropolitan warfare.

A WASHINGTON REVIVAL.
Queen Anne's period furnished the

motive for the first of the modern re¬

vivals. That occurred about fifteen
years ago, and was a dignified and

prolonged effort to adapt Bimplo and
chaste construction and ornament to

the industrial and artistic products of
our day. It was chiefly serviceable in
architecture. It was in vogue about
the time when country residences be¬
came popular, and simultaneously with
the decline in the popularity of hotels
as Summer resorts for the rich. For
that purpose the Queen Anne cottage
became the rage. In other respects the
style was not successfully used. It
was too simple to meet the general
taste.
As that waned the Napoleonic craze

came in. The distinctive features of
color and ornament of this style of
decoration are still in vogue. But, un¬

like the Queen Anne revival, this was

accompanied by literary, historical and
pictorial revivals. The press, the stage,
the rostrum, and even the pulpit have
vied with the industrial and aesthetic
arts to reproduce something interesting
and representative of the period of the
First Empire. Like all movements or

ideas which become popular, this be¬
came so common that in many respects
it developed into ridiculous excesses,
even descending to cooking utensils
stamped with the Imperial insignia,
and called Empire house furnishings.
Next there was a short-lived craze

for Joan of Arc. Hundreds of books
appeared on the life and times of the
Maid of Orleans, and there were many
statues erected to her memory, among
them a notable one by the erratic
Duchess d'Uzes, of Paris. This craze

culminated in the canonization of the
Maid by the Pope.
But most notable and admirable of

all is the attempt to displace the crazes

with a sensible, patriotic and appro¬
priate revival of Washington. Indica-
tions of this appear in books, in maga-
zines, and in the newspapers. No doubt
there will be an attempt to stage a

play with this country's grand hero as

the centre of interest. Fitz Greene
Halleck relates that, as Washington
walked along Pearl street, one fine
morning, during a visit to New York,
tall, stately, courteously greeting the
people he met, dressed in a blue coat,
white vest, yellow breeches, and silk
stockings, he was "the handsomest
man in the world."
In character, achievement, in bear¬

ing and in person, he is an ideal hero.

If Mr. Piatt feels inclined to lift up
the remains of his voice and sing to¬
day, it will not be because he is satis¬
fied with the harmony in his party.
For right upon the heels of that gath¬
ering in the interest of concord at Al¬
bany comes pressing menace of a great
big black bolt, ominous of revolt, and
Indicating attack at a moment inop¬
portune for the Boss. What influence
this will have upon Greater New York,
government by commissions, etc., it is
Impossible to prophesy; but that it will
cause some delay there is little doubt.
Mr. Piatt may have to plan a new

order of march.

Brooklyn society Is stirred to the
depths by the publication of a "blue
book".not a volume of diplomatic doc¬
uments, but an "elite"' directory, out of
which the names of many persons con¬

spicuous for public services or wealth
have been kept. It is evident that in
books of this kind "the line must be
drawn somewhere," as ^he man said
when he declined to invite his brother
to his party; but in this case it seems

to have been drawn as capriciously and
with as little reason as the Schomburgk.
line. Millionaires of good social stand¬
ing are left out; parvenues are put in.
Which prompts the "outs" to say that
it is silly to ape English customs, and
that the "social register" is one of the
weakest follies of English fashionable
life.

The ingratitude of republics has
passed into a proverb, but there is no

excuse for forgetfulness of the distin¬
guished services rendered thirty years
ago by the brave and accomplished cit¬
izen of the United States who died the
other day in the honored post of Am¬
bassador of the United States at Ber¬
lin. The country whose capital was

saved in the time of civil war from
rebel ravages by the appearance of
three thousand New Jersey soldiers,
led by General Theodore Bunyon,
might well have accorded to him the
same honors that it gave to the great
Swede, Ericsson, and borne him home¬
ward on an American man-of-war. It
is now too late to do that, but the re¬

mains of the able Democrat, gallant
soldier and good diplomat should be
accorded the honor of lying in state at
our City Hall when they arrive here.
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A Woman Among
the FiQhtefs.

EI Paso, Texas, Feb. 15..Yesterday I
went over the river. It's the thing to do
in El Paso now. In the morning they wait
for tips; they listen to arguments about the
fight; they hear that "Maher is fluking"
and has rubbed sand in his eyes; they hear
that Fitzsimmons is glad of an excuse to
get out of the fight; they hear the post¬
ponement is all a blind to put the officials
off the track: they hear that the fight will
come off In the afternoon of that very day.
They hear that Stuart is going to wait

till people are tired of it and gone home
and the Government is sick of watching.
You hear that the Governor of Chihuahua
Is willing to wink at the whole affair and
send his men on the wrong scent. They
hear that the Governor of Chihuahua Is on

his mettle and that he will have every spec¬
tator shot on sight.
They hear that the fight Is off. Yon hear

that it is on. You hear that the Texas
Rangers have an engine fired up, ready to
start In pursuit of any suspicious looking
train. They hear that there was never any
intention of a fight; that Stuart, the man¬

ager of the affair, is a hoodoo and a man

who makes a specialty of fiascos.
They hear that Stuart Is as straight as a

die, and then they go to the restaurant
owned and run by a Chinaman and they
eat delicious fresh strawberries with blue
milk on them, and good, little French chops
and saleratus biscuits, and the Chinese
waiter fairly flies to the kitchen to get the
order, so that he may lose no word of tips
about the flght.
At noon they look at the gray slate hills

rising out of the gray, slaty plains, and at
the dusty little plaza, and at the windy
main street, swarming with men, and they
say, "Let's go over the river."

I joined the procession yesterday and
went, too. I climbed into a big, rattling
car, drawn by a meek little mouse of a

inule, and I jounced along "over the river"
.Mexico lies "over the river".to Mexico
and Juarez. There's a great deal to see in
Juarez. There are lines and lines of gray
adobes, all in a row, and all joined to¬
gether. With all the frontier to choose,
there Isn't an inch of yard in Juarez.
Every man's house joins his neighbor's,

and there's a big general court, and here
are one or two sunken windows, and there
Is always a man asleep by the door.a man

who wears a gray blanket and a pointed
hat and who sleeps sitting straight up with
his slender back against the adobe wall.
There are shops In Juarez.dark, misty

little shops.with collars and gloves and
lace to sell, and there are fighting cocks
tied to the side wall by the feet and
ruffling spitefully at the passers-by.
There is the Cathedral, nearly three hun¬

dred years old.a white, ghostly affair of a

Cathedral, with dreadful Images and quaint
paper flowers and a glorious carved ceiling.
There are the prisons, guarded by little

black muzzled men, in Mexican uniform,
and there are the prisoners peering through
the bars and trying to sell little worsted
baskets, which they say they have made in
prison.
There Is the bull ring, looking exactly

like an every-day circus ring with the
tent left out. There are the beggars, and
the halt, and the deformed. There are the
pretty dark girls and the ugly dark women.
There Is the sleepy cook, cooking onions In
her drowsy kitchen.
There is the yawning horseman, stretch¬

ing his arms above his head and sighing
with fatigue, even In the saddle.
There's a big Custom House in Juarez,

a gorgeous affair, really well built of red
brick, with stones and roofs and big win¬
dows. On t*he tower of the building there
is a clock; it is painted there. It Is never

past a quarter of twelve in Juarez.
There's a cock-pit and village fountain

and there's sleep and onions.always
onions. When we had bought ugly mud
dolls and delicate drawn work we sat In
the shade and wulted for the jingling car

to come and carry us back into a place
where the hands of the clock go round,
and where the people do their sleeping at
night.
When we got back into El Faso there

was a new tip out. The flght was coming
off at midnight In the bull ring at Juarez.
I went Into the hotel and found two very
fat little boys playing in the hall. "I'm
Fitz," said one fat little boy. "I'm
Maher," said the other, and they squared
off at each other like a pair of boxers.
"I'm the referee," said I. "Time!"

I had a box of chocolates and we went
and ate some of them, and the little fight¬
ers grew quite confidential. "I'll tell you
something," said the smallest and fattest
little boy, "but you musn't tell; it's a tip.
There ain't goin' to be no fight."

WINIFRED BLACK.

IAofe of Less in
the Public Eye.

Dr. Wilder, of the Cornell Brain Association,
has made another appeal to educated and moral

persons to bequeath their brains to the Insti¬
tution for scientific study. In response to this
letter the society has already received eight
brains, and has the promise of twenty-five
others which are as yet being used by their
owners These latter include the brains of
Thomas K. Beecher, of Elmira, and Mrs. Me-
Gee, daughter of the astronomer, Simon New-
comb.

The National Geographic Society of Washing¬
ton has engaged a distinguished list of lecturers

for Its Winter course, among them being Bear-
Admiral Meade; President D. C. Oilman, of
Johns Hopkins; Engineer Robert E. Peary, U.

S. N.; Secretary Morton. General Richard Villa-
frauca. Commodore Z. L. Tanner, U. S. N.;
Mrs Fanny B. Ward, Frank H. Cusliing. of the
Bureau of'American Ethnology; Controller Eck¬
els, George F. Kuna and Gardiner G. Hubbard.

Mrs. Frances Hodgson Burnett was entertained
at dinner in London a few days ago by the

New Vagabonds Club, and made a speech which
a correspondent describes as humorous, well
phrased and "commendably brief."

Lady Henry Somerset was the victim of an

attempted compliment at a temperance meeting
recently held In London. She was absent

through illness. The lady who took her place
made this kindly but unexpected explanation:
"Dear Lady Henry has been overworked, and
we must, of course, be careful not to kill the
gooso that lays the golden eggs."
The greatest bane of Queen Victoria's exist¬

ence is the enormous amount of original
"poetry" sent to her from all parts of the
world. On the recent birth of the royal grand¬
son nearly half a ton of manuscript verse was
received at Windsor.

One Advantage.
[Boston Journal.]

The chief advantage to the students of Union,
if the college Is moved to Albany, will be an
opportunity for the study of practical politics.

Wliat Says Uncle Samf
[Buffalo Times.]

The bloody Turk has at last agreed to allow
Americans presented by Minister Terrell to en¬

ter Armenia. They must go as individuals and
the Bed Cross is barred. So says the Sultan.
But what says Uncle Sam?

Spain's Acknowledgement.
[Chicago Inter Ocean.]

Spain is ahead of the United States In ac¬

knowledging that Cubans are belligerents; they
have whipped the biggest of the Spanish Gen¬
erals and sent him from the field.

Letters from
the People.

The Ladr and the Theatre Hat.
Editor Journal.
Dear Sir: In behalf of many of your readers

will you call the attention of Messrs. Daly,
Palmer and Frohman to the extreme discomfort
endured by the majority of male and female of
their audiences from the theatre hat. The ai¬
grettes, tufts and bunches standing up from
the small hat shut out the stage as effectually
as would a board fence. They are worse, if
possible, than the wide hats. We have not
seen a play this Winter except trimmed with
feathers or an aigrette. Many of them we
have not seen at all. We take off our own
hats and hold them In our laps, and so do
some other women, but not the majority.
Now, when you pay $2 or $1.60 for a ticket

it is certainly with the distinct understanding
that you shall be able to see what you pay to
see, and It seems to me the managers should
enforce the rule.no hats worn in the theatre.
It can be done, for It is done In Germany.
There you take off your hat or you don't go in.
There is no attempt at full dress. In the most
beautiful theatre, the Dresden Opera House,
where the court box was well filled and the
house glittering with uniforms, the ladles wore
quiet walking dresses, and there was an air of
distinction about that audience that some of
ours lack. '

It Is not a question of women's vanity, how¬
ever, but one of simple justice. We are
cheated out of what we pay for. The breed¬
ing of a lady would make such discourtesy to
a whole audience impossible. Practical week¬
day Christianity Insists on regard to the rights
of your neighbor. But the training of a lady
and the Christian ideal does not. seem abso¬
lutely rampant in a theatre; so, once more,
dear Journal, will you ask the managers who
take so much pains to provide good plays to
provide us with the means of seeing them?

It must rest with the managers, for even
polite requests are of no use with some women.
For example, last night at Daly's a gentleman
and two ladies were cut off from view of the
stage.the women partly, the man entirely, by
the theatre hat, although they sat well up In
the orchestra circle. At last, in despair, the
man asked the escort of a towering aigrette
just in front of him: "Is it asking too much
to request that lady to take off her hat? I
cannot see the stage at all." Before her escort
could comply the aigrette wearer turned around
and said, savagely. "Indeed, I wont!" And she
didn't. The poor wretch of a man saw nothlug all
the evening. He heard of Miss Rehan and Mr.
Richman, Mils. Gilbert and James Lewis, but
that was all. Somebody owes that man $2, the
price of his ticket, and it is to the managers
we must look for redress. When they say to
women, you must take off your hat or stay out,
the hats will come off. for nobody Is going to
miss the theatre-. Won't you speak in our be¬
half and in the interests of FAIR PLAY?
New York, Feb. 14.

Captain-General Marin Corrected.
Editor Journal.
Dear Sir: Captain-General Marin, who was

charged with governing Cuba between the re¬
tirement of Martinez Campos and the arrival of
Weyler, must have a very poor memory or be
utterly ignorant of Spanish history, otherwise
he would not have said to your able correspond¬
ent, in the interview published In to-day's Jour¬
nal, that "It did not occur to a Spanish army,
even when fighting in a foreign country, to de¬
stroy towns." We need onl to open any history of
the Spanish wars In the Netherlands or In
Mexico, or in South America, or in any country
of the world to see how far from actual truth
Is General Marin's statement. The bombard¬
ment of Valparaiso, then a defenceless city,
thrrty years ago, belongs to contemporary his¬
tory. But let us go home for some examples.
A Spanish paper published In Madrid, El Pals,
written by Spaniards, and under the editorship
of Spaniards, says in its issue of January 25,
1896: "The rulers who now condemn Cuban in¬
surgents because they destroy and lay waste the
sugar plantations, are the same class of men
who (in the first Carlist war) praised and ex¬
tolled General Quesada when he published his
ferocious decree ordering chiefs of columns to
destroy, to lay waste or burn without any re¬
gard the crops in the fields of the enemy, are
the same who ordered our warships to can¬
nonade and destroy defenceless towns and vil¬
lages." Comment is useless. F. S.
New York, Feb. 14.

Another Plea for the Cubans.
Editor Journal:
Dear Sir.If this meets with your approbation

will you please put it in your paper? You have
the thanks of one aud richly merit those of all
the coal consumers of New York State for the
way in which you exposed the Coal Trust.
Now, from your true Americanism in all things

I think the Cubans must have a share of your
sympathy, and if you. felt that it would jeopar¬
dize this country to recognize them as belliger¬
ents, not to mention the numerous other im¬
portant affairs which need time and careful
consideration Just at present, you would be too
patriotic and unselfish to go looking the country
over in search of pleasure, unless it were to get
rid of an attack of high living. I am afraid all
the prisoners taken from among those poor fel¬
lows who are fighting so bravely for the free¬
dom of their country will suffer severely at the
hands of General Weyler. And It does seem
that if they are to have help from the United
States it would not be necessary to wait until
they felt the cruelty of an unjust ruler. But of
course I must not compare my capabilities of
Judgment with those of wise and learned men
at Washington, who will, I know, exercise their
best Judgment, first, for the interest of their
own people, which they are bound to do; then
for those of the Cubans. And now I want to
ask the Journal to speak a good word for them
whenever the opportunity occurs. And why
should you hesitate? Is it not true American¬
ism ?
A paper so noted for its generosity and un¬

biased opinions cannot help but exercise an In¬
fluence for those whom it befriends.

I think the Insurgents must be more in need
of guns and ammunition than anything else.
And If I wore In a position financially to help
them, that is what I should send. But I am
not. Neither can I go as a soldier, being a lady.
But if ever there is a call for nurses, here lives
one who will Join the ranks.

FROM A LAMB.
Murray, N. Y., Feb. 14.

The Lnnguage of Poxtasfe Stamps.
Editor Jourfial:
Dear Sir.in answer to "Philatelist" It affords

me great pleasure to give him and the Journal
leaders the language of postage stamps. Although
it has been frequently printed, several requests
have come to my notice of late, so here It Is
again: On right corner, friendship; on right
corner upside down, write soon; right corner
crossways, good-by; zigzag, a kiss; middle top,
I am vexed; right bottom corner, do you love
me? bottom of right corner upside down, yes;
bottom of right corner crossways, no; left cor¬
ner, I wish to be rid of your correspondence; on
left comer crossways top, I love another; on
left top corner upside down, I love you; on left
bottom corner, 1 am engaged; on left bottom
corncr upside down. I am very much displeased
with you; on left bottom corner crossways, I
wish to have your acquaintance. Yours very
truly, E. F. D.
New York, Feb. 14.

I/neania's Fastest Trip.
Editor Journal:
Dear Sir.Will you please Inform me how many

knots the steamship Lucanla averaged hourly on
her fastest trip from Queenstown to Sandy
Ilook? E. F."
Brooklyn, Feb. 14.
She averaged 21.81 knots per hour. Tho

Luoania reached Sandy Hook on this voyage
October 26, 1894, her time being 5 days, 7 hours
and 23 minutes. On an eastward voyage In May,
1895, however, she averaged 23.01 knots per
hour.

This Is ft Cliestnnt, Mr. Donohne.
Editor Journal:
Dear Sir.Kindly publish the enclosed, which

I trust will assist Mr. William Donohue In his
toast dilemma:

Here's to you all, as good as yon are,
And here's to me as bad as I am;

But as good as you are,
And as bad as I am,

I'm as good as you are
As bad as I am.

By adding the brogue to the toast It will
make it more humorous. SISSY MACK.

Brooklyn, Feb. 15.

Emperor William's Latest Godson.
Editor Journal:
Dear Sir.I would beg you to please Inform me

how or In what way could I address Kaiser Will-
lam, the Emperor of Germany. I would like to
let him know that I, Lonls Kelser, was married
on his birthday, 1895, and in 1896, on the same
day, January 27, my wife gave birth to a boy,
whom we will christen William, his name being
Kelser, and he our first child.
Brooklyn, Feb. 14. LOUIS KEISER.
Address His Imperial and Royal Majesty the

Emperor of Germany and King of Prussia, Ber¬
lin, Germany.

About the Broadway Cable Cars.
Editor Journal:
Dear Sir.It seems to me that the Broadway

cable line would confer a great favor on the
pedestrians of lower Broadway if they would
only run every second Broadway car down to the
Battery. Let the rest stop at Fourteenth street
and give transfers. Now there are about twenty
cars, one after the other, with two or three pas¬
sengers in each, whereas one car could take them
all and give people a chance to cross In safety.
New York, Feb. 14. CONSTANT READER.

It is Not.
Editor Journal:
Dear Sir.Is it unconstitutional for a candidate

for the Presidency of the United States to be
elected three consecutive terms, providing he re¬
ceives the majority of the electoral votes?
New York, Feb. 15. B. W.

Anthony Mope's
Studies of Society.

The volume entitled "Comedies of Court¬
ship," a new collection of tales by Anthony
Hope (of which Messrs. Scribner publish
the American edition), is the work of the
Monday, Wednesday and Friday Mr Hope,
the Mr. Hope who wrote the Dolly Dia¬
logues." The Tuesday, Thursday and Sat
urday Mr. Hope, who wrote the Zenda
stories, is the more popular of these, two
authors in one flesh. For the "tale of
manners" the picture of the grapes
and walnuts of the daUy dlunel' tab^never has the success of the vividly
mantic scene. It is more sincere, it is
more honestly built up, it is more

cately true; it has a thousand merits.
The life of Strelsau is as vague to I.

HoDe as it is to the reader; when Kmt
Rudolf lugs out his sword he makes amo-

tion of which Mr. Hopes knows no more

than he knows of the gestures of extinct
mammals. The Princess Oara. *

dapping hat

s k. Picture; I." ."eners are of a disused violence. Mr. P
fmiml her in the dusty recesses of a

prtdeof Her <«.: »¦ '.
Mm Se

sense
little, shred by shred,srrjetli thfpeople of fndaj^out^The^mwTan^twomen of^he^'com cdies and

life. me Si
nicture, with her armsforeground of this Pic.

tur:i£. ».»-Wiglt cravat In .He other
the lawn at Kanelagh, while Mr. Hope
painted his clumsy face; his short bead was

measured against the mahlstick. And su

ly that is better than guesswork.
It is said (so little is left unsaid, and how

fine that little must be', that t*e lives o

i ^11 fpri man and woman of tnls oui

toe ar" ErtvlaTlwi; .Hat tue lady »« the
Uundred Bowns 1. Humdrum. and "«
Of the yacht and the coach is sluggish.
modern Englishmen and Englishwomen ox

7Zn Mr. Hope writes, differ very sghty
from the corresponding people who
New York and Tuxedo and Newport. Ihey
are mildly vicious, because they have the
"me to be vicious; the men are not earning
money nor the women washing babies.
Idle, prosperous people in all ages have be¬
haved badly. They are worse in Engla
than here, because here they sin from sud¬
den passion and there they sin in cool lazi¬
ness 'An American woman, born of a nice

mother, bred at a nice school, walks straight
unless an earthquake comes. Fortunately,
earthquakes are rare, for they are very con¬

vincing. An Englishwoman does not wait
to be shaken by a prodigy of natuie, the

tramp of a soldier's boot shakes her sense

of direction. Why? From beeflness. lhe
fear of God Is in our women s hearts, and
ours; it makes anguished penitents out o

weak women. But it is not retroactive. A
sense of delicacy, a horror of grossness
that Is immediate; that speaks before the
wind has begun to blow, and before the
storm has drowned all voices. And Amcr
can women have more of It than Mr. Hope s

women. Their sense of personal privacy s

most exquisite; they are, notoriously, more

reserved In their lives than Englishwomen
But, after all, it is only a matter of percent¬
ages. Fewer women misbehave here than
there, and of the great majority, there and
here who do behave, the lives contain no

tremendous tragedy. It i. trivial, In point
Of interest, for a girl to marry the first
young fellow who comes, to bear him four
children and grow fat In a nineteen-foot
house with a brownstone front. The tale of
maners.if it be a tale of good manners

mav permit her to have hesitated between
the first man who comes and the second,
who follows on his heels. But her doubts
dainty as they may be, are not the stuff of
which romances are made. Mr. James wil
make them Into swelling problems, he will
niggle and stipple until the page Is a marvel
of minute Ingenuity; but still It is all about
nothing.
Mr Hope Is less fine than Mr. James. Mr.

Hope Is an honest workman, and Mr. James
Is a genius wrongly focussed; but Mr. Hope
I, very pleasing. We all know the man who
Is delighted with his photograph because It
shows the monograms on his sleeve buttons.
There Is that cheap exactitude, that Chi¬
nese habit of drawing, in the modern tale
of manners. But it is full of cleverness, it
is clean, and on the whole It is better work,
technically, than the Zenda stories.

literary shop-talk.
Everybody ait nil familiar with the artis¬

tic and literary history of America for the
past ten years is familiar with the signature
"M. Wolf," and everybody calls him "Mike
who know him personally. Mr. Wolf Is the
clever artist who draws pictures of children
of the East Side. These pictures generally
represent a supposed conversation between
Miss Anastasla McGllllcuddy, aged eight,
and Air Lancelot Shaughncssy, aged ton, In
whldh Miss McGllllcuddy spurns the love of
Mr. Shaughnessy because he doesn't cut as

good eagle's wings on the ice aa Mr- Pe^1"val Dooley, aged eleven. The other day Mr
Wolf drew a picture on these lines, in which
Miss Anastasia made use of the following
words:
"No, Reginald, I can never love a man

who will wear bloomers on golf links."
Mr. Wolf was very proud of this drawing,

and said to himself In his artless way:
"Just the thing for St. Nicholas," so he

wrapped it up carefully, and addressed it to
Miss Mary Mapes Dodge, the editor of that
popular juvenile publication. It was only
two days later when the drawing was re¬

turned to Mr. Wolf. Accompahylng It was

a sweet-scented little note, reading some¬

thing like this:
Mt Dour Mr Wolf.I am extremely sorry that

aas sss wU
y*Mr Wolf was somewhat chagrined, and
tossed the drawing, together with the note,
into a far off corner of his studio. The fol¬
lowing day he was decidedly surprised to
receive a second note in the handwriting of
Miss Dodge. Tearing the envelope open, a

warm, genial smile overspread his features,
as he read:
Mv Dear Mr. Wolf-In writing my note of yes¬

terday In which 1 8tated, V1"1 £ clt
to Inform

The American Woman's Magazine selects
from its frontispiece Landelle's "Egyptian
Woman," and follows it up with several
admirable engravings. The literary con¬

tents of the magazine are selected with the
utmost regard for Inoffenslveness, and there
is nothing between the red covers of the
publication to repel the most Indolent or
annoy the most genteel reader.

Gaught in the
Metropolitan Whifl.

Many queer cases in supplementary pro¬
ceedings that never reach the public are
heard iD dingy downtown law offices.
Hero is an episode recently exploited be¬

fore a referee
.lower

Broadway.
A citizen

more or less
prominent 1 n
business and
social circles
lost his wife,
over which be¬
reavement the
husband d J s -

played fitting¦ grief. The
funeral was a

very Impressive
one and Included among other novel fea¬
tures an expert stenographer. At the
direction of the weeping husband the
short-hand man took down the funeral
oration in full. The minister had been
posted lu advance and his oratorical flights
will long be remembered by the mourners
present.
Then the stenographer made twelve ele¬

gant transcripts of the oration, properly
bordered with black, and sent them to
distant friends and relatives of the afflict¬
ed man. In time the stenographer ren¬
dered a bill for $60, but the husband was
short of cash. He put off payment and In
time married again. Then he felt less In¬
clined than ever to pay for the twelve
orations. The stenographer brought suit
and recovered judgment against his pa¬
tron, who now says that his second wife.
If he survives her, will have to be content
with an old-fashioned funeral.

V
The collector's lot Is not a happy one

when he works for an instalment plan
house and his salary Is proportioned upon
the total sum of his cash collections. The
correctness of
this view of
the case was
Illustrated on

Monday, when
one of the col¬
lectors of the
Concordia Fur¬
niture Com¬
pany, desiring
to procure from
an East Side
resident, a lady
speaking both
English and
German, a bal-~
ance of $6 due for kitchen oilcloth, was

waylaid and maltreated, having a flat-iron,
an alarm clock, two tumblers, a plate and
a paper of pretzels violently thrown at
him in lieu of any tender of payment of a

cash equivalent for the goods purchased.
Such occurrences are not as rare as they

might seem to those unfamiliar with the
eddies and shallows of life in New York,
and it is no uncommon thing for an "instal¬
ment plan collector" to take, as It were, his
life in his hands when he goes upon his
daily tour. An incredible story of hard¬

ship and injury to a collector new to the
business Is told of a locality in the upper
west side of town. This particular collec¬
tor, who had little knowledge of the guile¬
ful ways of the world, finding by Inspection
of his predecessor's cash book that a cer¬

tain indigent Irish widow with three small
children had overpaid by $1.50 the sum due
to the instalment house, received permis¬
sion to return the same, and called at her
residence in a west side street for that pur¬
pose. He had just reached the first land¬

ing of the staircase when he heard the omi¬
nous cry: "It's the instalment man," and
he was thereupon attacked with lusty vio¬
lence by all the tenants combined, his hat
was smashed, his coat torn from his back
and he was cast headlong upon the side¬
walk.
"It'll learn him better In the future,"

said one of the tenants most active In his
ejection.

.«* l
Archibald Crossland-Payne Is a. young

Englishman with plenty of time and plenty
of money. For the last two years he has
been travelling in this country, and is now

Qn his way
home with ona

or two bear¬
skins, one xor

two elk heads,
and a varied
assortment of
Western tales.
His story of
the Barber
with Prlncl* *

pies, told to a

knot of men In
a big cafe last
night, passed
u n challenged,

and Mr. Crossland-Payne certainly seema to
believe It himself.
"I was delighted to hear that there was a

hairdresser on the limited train that day,M
he said, "for I had come in from the wood*
without a moment to spare, and when I
found that there was also a bathroom 1
didn't mln£ (having to wait for the two paB»
sengers who had already besipoken the tub*
I had my hair cut and was comfortably
shaved, and when my time came I found a

porcelain tub nearly full of hot water,
towels to spare and the whole thlug ai

Jolly as possible. After a good soaking.
and that's an uncommonly pleasant thln'g
when one hasn't seen warm water for threa
months.I rose to apply the soap. I was

greedy about It, as one Is aftei
long waiting, and I lathered myseli
until I was thickly covered with soapsuds.
As I stooped to seat myself In the tub
again and rinse off the soap, the train,
which was running to make up lost time,
swept around a sharp curve, and to my sur*

prise the water, swishing from one side to
the other, hopped over the side of the tub
in one great wave, and left me stranded
without a drop. I looked for the taps to
draw a fresh supply, but they were set In
the other side of the partition, under tha
hairdresser's control. I opened the door a
crack and explained the situation.
" 'Of course you can have another bath

If you want It,' he replied, 'but there ar<
several gentlemen ahead of you on th«
slate, and you'll have to wait for youi
turn.'

^ , .

"By this time the soapsuds were drying
to a paste. Every man who shaves knowa
how uncomfortable It Is to have one's cheeks
caked In that fashion, and I was becoming
one stiff muss from head to foot. But 1
kept my temper, and asked if there was no
way out of the difficulty.
" 'Only one way I oan think of,' said the

hairdresser. 'I can't give you a bath out of
your turn; that's against my principles.
But if you want a shave you're entitled to
shaving water, and I'll be kind of liberal
with It, under the circumstances.'
" 'But I am shaved,' I said.
" 'Oh, if you want to make difficulties,

I'm satisfied as It is,' said he. 'Dry off thq
soap on the towels, then, and put on youi
clothes. I thought maybe you would lika
your side whiskers shaved an Inch hlghei
along side of the ear?'
"There was no time for argument. I

yielded. I was given a little water In the
botom of the tub, and when I was dressed
I loyally sacrificed th« Inch of whisker."


